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Chapter |: Why are we here? 


Chapter |: Why are we here? 


"Tell me once again, why the hell, we are here?" James asked, his tone very annoyed. He threw back his long 


blond hair. "Is this necessary? l'm not interested in ..” 
Kirk, who held a large rusty key, sighed. 


"James, | already told you approximately two- or three-hundred times, why we are here. This gothic manor is 
very, very old, and I'm thinking about buying it. The first time | saw it, | fell in love with it .. And just look at 
this wonderful garden. There are oaks and many other trees what might be many hundred years old. Isn't that 


beautiful?" 


"The fucking garden looks like some wilderness inside a damned jungle," James replied. "There might be 
venomous creatures living inside. Maybe, some monsters what want to eat us. And, besides, the house itself 


seems to be a mere ruin" 


Kirk just shrugged. 


"Don't be ridiculous, James! Well, there might are some parts what need a little work to do here and there," he 
told James, who stood beside him on the steps of a large, impressing but broken staircase to the main 
entrance of the large old manor. "But not too much, and it will be done in no time. | think I'll do most of the 


repairs myself." 
James sarcastically laughed in disbelief. 


"You never have done any kind of repairs, you idiot. Well, you have got it how to restring a guitar, nothing 


else." 


Kirk looked hurt and gave a sniff, ignoring James, as he tried to get the old rusty key inside the also rusty 
keyhole of the main entrance door. It didn't fit and doesn't turn, as hard as Kirk tried, using his both hands. 
There were awfully creaking sounds. Kirk tried and tried hard to get the old key turned but without a 
sufficient effect. Sweat appeared on his forehead and some of his long, curly dark hair got wet, but he doesn't 


give in. 


James watched Kirk's efforts with a sardonic smile, his hands stuffed into the front pockets of his jeans. 
Finally, he couldn't bear it any longer. 


"Are you sure that the door isn't already open?" he asked. "Such old ruins used to be open to everybody who 


is crazy enough to want to have a look inside?" 


Kirk gave an annoyed sound but then he tried out the imposing handle of the house. It awfully creaked but 


finally the door gave in, just some centimeters. 
"Told you," James said, trying hard to not laugh. 


Kirk threw himself several times against the door to break it open. Then, he started to wail about the pain in 


his right shoulder, and that he had broken it for sure. 


"My shoulder, my poor shoulder,” he wailed. "It's ruined! | won't be able to play lead guitar ever again, I'm 


totally sure about it. | will be useless to play lead for the rest of my life. What a catastrophe!" 


"Shut up!" James coolly said. "If your shoulder should be ruined you still will be able to play rhythm, and | will 
play lead. So, stop whining. And now, step aside." 


Kirk sniffed and looked even more hurt, but he stepped a little to the side. 


Now, James effortlessly got the door open by several hard kicks against it with his long and slim right leg. 
The door gave in within seconds and flew open by half. James finished the job with his right arm and shoulder. 


"Oh no, you have broken it," Kirk now whimpered. "Look at those splinters of wood over there. You brutal 


fucker!" 


James suppressed the impulse to swear at Kirk, the wimp. He just grabbed him by his curly dark hair and 
shoved his lead guitarist inside the house without a word, following him. 


They had entered a large, dark hall. At the end of it an enormous staircase elegantly made its way up, by half 
parting into a right and into a left flight of very old looking stony steps. An also old and now shabby red carpet 
covered up the stairs. 


There wasn't much light inside the imposing hall, but James had a flashlight. Most of the large windows had 
got blinded by dust, some of them partly broken 


James carefully looked around, especially at the large hallway ceiling, because he didn't want to get killed by one 
of the heavy stones what might had got lose enough to fall down. He had to shove large curtains of 
spiderwebs aside. Lots of ugly looking spiders fled up into the darkness, to be out of danger. 


Kirk gave a sound of pleasure as he spotted a large chandelier with nearly burnt down candles. He shoved his 
fingers inside the right back pocket of his black jeans and finally worked out a lighter. Then, he was busy with 
countless trials to get one of the dusty candles lighted. Finally, he managed to light up one of them, and took it 
to lighten the other four old candles after having blown off the dust and preparing the blackened and crumbled 
wicks by his fingernails. 

James watched Kirk's efforts without a word, wondering that Kirk hadn't started to lament about ruining his 
short and perfectly manicured fingernails, or the black nail finish on them. There wasn't any more whining 


about broken shoulders, too. 


Finally, Kirk succeeded in lightening up candle after candle. He lifted the heavy chandelier from blackened silver, 
then he looked at James. 


‘lm ready," he proudly said. 
James gave a sneer. 
"Ready for what?" He sounded annoyed once again. "I don't want..." 


At this very moment, the heavy main entrance door banged shut all of a sudden. James jumped and stared at 


the door with his blue eyes widened in shock. 
"What the fuck ...2" 


"Don't worry, James," Kirk lightly said, lifting his chandelier a little higher. "Things like this are absolutely 


normal for such a haunted manor. There is no need to be afraid." 


"What? This fucking house is haunt? Are you fucking out of your mind?" James now yelled at Kirk. "What 


idiotic idea of your snail's brain made you even think about getting inside such a house." 

"Well, | think to buy it," Kirk enthusiastically looked around by the light of his chandelier. The flames of the 
candles had started to flicker. "As you know very well, | absolutely LOVE haunted houses, and this one is 
perfect." 


James slapped his forehead. His narrowed blue eyes dangerously flickered in the candle's light. 


| must be out of my mind to accompany you," he yelled at Kirk who just smiled at him. "Why, the hell, didn't 


you tell me before?" 
"Because you never would have accompanied me, if | would have told you." 


"That's fucking right!" James gave Kirk a death stare, then he quickly turned around. "And | gonna leave, now. 


You can stay inside your haunted house, if you wish, but not with me" 

James had reached the heavy main entrance door, then he forcefully grabbed the handle to open the door. 
Nothing happened 

James did his very best to move the door's handle, he banged against the door with his fists and kicked at it, 
getting angry and frustrated more and more. He started to sweat and ruffled his blond lion's mane over and 
over, again. 

But nothing happened. The door stayed shut and gave no sound 

James whirled around and stared at Kirk who hadn't moved, still holding up the chandelier 

"Get that fucking door open! Now!" he hissed at Kirk "We're leaving! NOW!" 

"James, relax! Just relax!" Kirk wanted to calm James down "There is no need to leave. Ghosts might be a little 


naughty sometimes, but they don't have much power .. So, there is no danger. The ghosts just have invited us 


to stay." 


Are You Kidding Me? 


HAUNTED 
Chapter 2 - Are You Kidding Me? 


James stood there at the door like a frozen statue and stared at Kirk with his mouth hanging open. Also, he 
didn't seem to breathe. His completely ruffled lion's mane was like a blond hull around his head, his shoulders 
and back, and partly covered his face. 


All of a sudden, he came to life and reached Kirk with a few strides of his long, slim legs in no time, his blond 


mane flying wildly, now. 


"Are you kidding me, fucker?" he yelled at Kirk who stepped a little back because of James’ rage. "The fucking 
ghosts of this ruin would invite us? To what? And why? And why US? .. What a fucking shit!" 


James' reddened face now was in front of Kirk's, just some centimeters away, and James had bent and 
towered Kirk dangerously. Kirk's dark eyes had widened, and he lifted his hands, trying to calm James down, 


waving around with his perfectly manicured fingers with their black varnished fingernails. 


"James, it is totally usual that the ghosts of a haunted manor or castle want the guests to know that they 
are welcome, you have to believe me, really!" he eagerly and hastily told his friend, his voice a little hoarse. 


"There's nothing wrong in it, | swear .. It is TOTALLY normal! The Ghost Codex clearly says .." 


"The Ghost Codex? Are you completely out of your mind, you brainwashed idiot? A Ghost Codex? Did your 
fucking ghosts suck the slimy rest of your brain out of your pretty head? You have read too much of your 
fucking beloved horror shit! Ghost Codex! What a brainless nonsense!" 


James had grabbed Kirk's shoulders, hard, and shook the slim figure of his lead guitarist. Kirk gave a squeak 
and tried to free himself. Finally, he succeeded and hopped back several steps to be out of reach of James 


who growled in fury, ready to jump Kirk once more. 


‘James! JAMES! STOP IT!" Kirk yelled at James, too, now. "It is the truth! THE ABSOLUTE TRUTH! The ghosts of 
this manor have welcomed us! And there's no cause to mistrust me. Besides, lm one of the world's best and 
most competent specialists when it comes to ghosts, vampires, ghouls, elves, zombies, and other supernatural 
beings, and their manners and habits, and what they like and dislike! | always tried to make that clear to you 


and those other idiots all around me! And did you believe me? No. I'm telling and telling and telling you, but do 
you believe me? Never! NO! NEIN! NIENTE! NJET!.. You are such a dork!" 


Kirk, whose eyes now looked like black fires in hell, had balled his fists, giving sharp hisses in between to make 
it clear that James was the dumbest ignorant without any manners in any way, and without the slightest 


knowledge of SOMETHING all over the world what wasn't a guitar. 


James stared at him, out of words, just shaking his head every now and then. 


"Well, whatever!" Kirk said much calmer, now, sounding very snobbish. He shrugged, then busied himself in 
rearranging the long dark locks around his shoulders and face to make them look best. "There IS the famous 
Ghost Codex, and | have read and memorized every single page of every single volume of it, and that means 
five volumes of four thousand pages per volume .. Anyway, you better believe me. lim extremely well 
informed about every rule of the supernatural world everywhere. And if | say that there's no need to panic, 
there REALLY is no need to panic. The ghosts of the house have invited us to stay, and that means that we 


are welcome. It is an honor." 


Kirk paused and looked around the dark hallway with all those masses of spiderwebs, lurking and, maybe, 
dangerous shadows all around, and dust everywhere. The flames of his candles flickered and looked dangerous, 


too, but Kirk was pleased all over. He deeply breathed in the supernatural but dusty air, sighing happily. 
James looked exhausted, now. His arms lifelessly hung down beside his body. 


"Well, as | said, | have seen this beautiful old house and this wilderness of a garden and immediately fell in love 
with it," Kirk went on. "And isn't it beautiful? Just look at this fantastic staircase and this old stony floor. 
Beautiful. Just beautiful. OF course, | knew that there would be some ghosts, such an old house needs ghosts 
and ghouls, and so on, but | don't mind. | really think about buying it .. Well, if there are ghouls you have to 
know that ghouls not always act friendly and might try to shock us, make us freeze to the ground, or get our 
moves to slow motion for a while, but that is normal, too. Mostly, they lose interest after a few minutes .. So, 
there's nothing to fear for us .." 


"You are mad! A mad fucker!" James had come to live and yelled at Kirk, murder in his eyes. 


But then, instead of killing his lead guitarist, he turned around as fast as a lightning flash, looking for some 
piece of furniture what he could use to smash one of the blinded large windows. He spotted an armchair near 


one of the walls of the haunted houses’ hall. In the blink of an eye, he jumped over to said armchair and 


grabbed it. Then, he wanted to lift it to smash the next best window. 
Nothing happened. 


James tried and tried to lift the armchair, and he failed and failed. And failed, again. He couldn't believe it, and 
got furious more and more. His long lion's mane flew all around his head, and several strands got wet by the 


sweat what covered James’ red and heated face, now. 
"FUCK!" he yelled at the armchair "Get up, fucker! Get! The! Fuck! Up!" 


He kicked at the chair so hard that every normal armchair would have got flying. But this armchair didn't 
move, and James cried out in pain because of his maybe damaged foot. He turned and gripped the dusty old 
table what stood beside the also dusty armchair to rip it upwards, getting lots of fat spiders run off and into 


the darkness. 
Again, nothing else happened. 


"Uh, James, you better stop your totally useless trials," Kirk quickly threw in to stop James. "Everything is 
absolutely normal because the ghosts want us to stay." 


But James didn't listen to Kirk. He gave a howl and jumped at the next best window what already looked broken, 
James’ elbow hit the window's glass. Hard. 


Nothing happed. 


James furiously hit and kicked at the window without getting it broken until he got exhausted, panting hard and 
fast. He stopped and stared at his fists. The knuckles had got bloody. Drops of blood hit the stony floor and got 
sucked into it the very same moment. James didn't realize that phenomenon. He slowly turned around to stare 


at Kirk, the born ghost whisperer, who lifted his hands once more to calm James down. 

"You better stop doing things like these, James. You might earnestly hurt yourself," Kirk said, his voice 
sounding soothingly. "If the ghosts of this house want us to stay, they REALLY want us to stay. We are 
welcome." 


James still stared at Kirk then looked down at his bloody knuckles. 


"I fucking MIGHT hurt myself," he growled. "Look at my hands. They are damaged. | never will be able to hold a 
pick and to play a guitar .. And to earn money by playing a guitar ... l'm crippled! Useless!" 


‘Oh, James, don't be ridiculous," Kirk soothingly said. 


He walked over to James, drawing a paper tissue out of the left front pocket of his jeans. James stood 
motionless while Kirk carefully wiped the blood off James’ finger knuckles, slowly stretching every finger. 


"See? Nothing is damaged. Just a little blood No need to get hysterical." 

"I fucking don't get hysterical," James growled. "I just want to leave this house. Now! Tell your ghostly friends 
with their five volumes of a Ghost Codex that they should get this door open, if they know, what's good for 
them. | don't want to stay, | want out. Is that clear enough?" 

"Uh, James, it isn't as easy as you might think. The rules, you know .. And the rules .." 

Something very heavy hit step after step of the staircase in the background, making James and, also, Kirk 


jump, then there was a loud rattle, followed by another "boom, boom" and an incoherent rattle of what seems 


to be a very rusty chain 


"You are out of rhythm. AGAIN!" a pretty ghostly and angry voice was to be heard. "I have told you over and 


over, again, and did you listen to me? Of course, not. As always, | have to ada." 


"But | really tried" This was another voice, sounding annoyed. "It's just because this special interlude rhythm 


part is so tricky, and | don't like to rattle this part. Let's skip it" 


At this moment two misty figures - clearly ghosts - appeared on the staircase. The smaller one had a thick, 
rusty chain wrapped around his right arm, rattling with it in anger. The chain ended in a large and heavy 
looking ball. Also, rusty. The figure wore a rusty old armor, and the visor of his helmet fell down every few 
seconds. The mane of long light-brown hair wasn't completely covered by the helmet. 


The other ghost was taller, and his long and thick hair has a foggy chestnut color. He stood beside the other 
ghost, had his arms crossed in front of his ghostly chest, and angrily stared at the guy with the chain 


"We WON'T skip this interlude because it is the solo chain rattling part of the song," he told the other one. 


"You are always whining about having too few rattling solos, and now you HAVE a solo and are too clumsy to 


play it" 


"But it isn't easy to play and to keep up this awful rhythm part with the boom-ball, and the melody is awful, 


too. You have to admit it, Jason. No one wants to hear the shit." 


"The examiners for the final chain rattling exam DO want to hear it, my good Lars," the ghost named Jason 

told him. "You have failed the exam two times, and if you fail the exam a third time, there will be no chain- 

rattling diploma. And as you know very well, too, you need an ‘Outstanding'-diploma if you want to get the job 
as an assistant ghost in this famous Danish castle from the Middle-age you are thinking of." 


"Fuck it! | can get an assistant ghost job in another castle, in Scotland, maybe." 


The helmet's visor of the ghost named Lars fell down once more, covering his face, and he had to shove it up, 


again. Then he ripped at his chain, and the boom-ball hit the next step. 
Jason the ghost gave a sneer. 


| really don't know why I'm wasting my time by gracing you with these countless exercise hours in rhythm 
chain-rattling. You never will get it. You'll blame yourself another time, and how does that look?" Jason the 
ghost threw back his long and curly chestnut hair. "And fix your fucking visor. It isn't supposed to fall down 
permanently. Besides, your armor urgently needs to get polished, and where is your sword? | told you a 
thousand times that you ALWAYS must wear your sword during your chain-ratting performances .. You want 
an ‘Outstanding’, so you have to exercise day and night .. And now let's try again. It's just the SINGLE chain and 
boom-ball, and the sequence is easy enough. Listen to me! It's ‘boom-rattle to the left two times, boom-boom- 
boom, four right rattles, crescendo, boom, left-right double-rattle, then half time feel rattle-rattle-rattle- 
rattle’, and always have in mind that you must hang back a split second." 


James had grabbed Kirk's arm as they watched the both ghosts. 


"These guys are fucking crazy," he whispered, his face pale. "This is a fucking mental hospital" 


Chapter 3 - 
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HAUNTED 
Chapter 3 - The Chain-Rattling Exam, or: How Lars Used To Blame himself 


Kirk patted James’ shoulder like a father his nervous kid's head. 


"Don't be confused, James," he whispered back. "Ghosts usually are very busy. They have a lot of duties. They 
ain't done after having horrified some stupid tourists. And as it seems, the ghost in this shabby armor named 


Lars has some serious problems by playing his instrument correctly.’ 
"His instrument? A rusty chain of some useless old iron? Come on, this is ridiculous." 


"No, no, this isn't ridiculous, James," Kirk told James in low tone. "Boom-chain-rattling is an art. | personally 
know two ghosts which are masters of their instrumental performance abilities .. One of them is Sir John 
Bonham, former drummer of Led Zeppelin. He's long dead, unfortunately. Of course, these maestros are playing 
very precisely and masterfully done their boom-chains and other rhythm instruments. One of such a 


maestro's boom-chain easily could cost you a fortune in ghost dollars." 


"What? Duties? Playing ghostly instruments to get harmless people run off in panic? Maestros? Oh, come on, 


Hammett." James didn't believe a word. "You must be as nuts as these both idiots over there." 


"No, no, no! It is true, absolutely true,” Kirk whispered while rearranging his beautiful dark locks to look best, 
glancing at the still fighting ghosts on the staircase out of the corners of his dark eyes. James gave a low 
sneer as he noticed that Kirk also wore black eyeliner. "Of course, the stars of the scene are extremely asked 
after. But they don't play with ghost bands or orchestras which aren't masters of their instruments 
themselves, or they don't accept every ghost orchestra director out of the gutter. There are famous modern 
symphonies with boom-chain-rattling artists as soloists and let me tell you that these artists ain't cheap .. 


This is fine arts. You won't play with every guitar amateur, too.” 


James was out of words and stared at Kirk in sheer disbelief. In the interim Kirk looked James up and down, 


then he started to dust James’ off clothes, getting off the rests of spider webs and some lost spiders. 


"You look awful, James, covered by dirt and dust. How did you manage this? And you have ruined your shirt 
by your bloody finger knuckles," he let James know in snobbish tone. "And your hair! Its totally ruffled” 


Kirk drew a comb out of the left back pocket of his still flawlessly looking black jeans and started to comb 
James' long blond strands, removing spider webs there, too. But it was a frustrating effort. Every star 
coiffeur would have started to cry by the sight of James' mane. Also, James always patted Kirk's hands away. 


"James!" hissed Kirk. "Look at this Jason ghost. He has beautiful hair. If he might grace you with a look he'll be 
shocked because of your hair's state. You are such a good- looking guy if you are dressed in clean clothes and 


shoes and with your hair done." 


"Fuck it! | don't want to look good. l'm a heavy metal musician, and those guys are supposed to look like rotten 


fuckers with torn and dirty clothes .. Take your fucking fingers off me!" 


"James, you are a RICH heavy metal musician, a master of playing the rhythm guitar, a great singer and 


composer, and you can't look like ..." 


"Aaaah! What do | hear? A rhythm guitar player!" This came from Jason the ghost out of the background, 
getting Kirk and James jump. He quickly but gracefully walked down the stairs and approached Kirk and James, 
giving them a ghostly smile. 


Kirk had to grip James’ arm hard to keep him from turning around and running away. James tried to free his 


arm, but Kirk's grip was somewhat steely. 

Jason the ghost with his beautiful long and chestnut-colored curls gave James another smile. 

"You are playing rhythm? Are you talented?" 

"He's the best," Kirk proudly told the ghost. 

James just blankly stared at the ghost in front of him and didn't give a sound. He just swallowed hard. 


"James is the very best rhythm guitarist | ever had the pleasure to play with," Kirk continued. "We are playing 
in an extremely famous heavy metal band. Its name is METALLICA. You surely have heard of us .. I'm the lead 
guitarist." 


"| see," Jason the ghost looked James up and down. "Hmmm. Interesting. Yes, | have heard about METALLICA. 
Well, | really don't want to offend you guys, but your songs mostly sound ... well, a little simple and your show 


lacks of finesse." 


"That's NOT true! Our songs are very good composed and difficult to play, and we earn a lot of bucks because 
of our performance in the studio AND live on stage, and by the way, James always is pure sex on stage, and 
the fans got orgasms just by looking at James in front of his micro, and whenever he starts to play his guitar 
and to sing in such a sexy way, the audience went all ecstatic!" Kirk immediately protested, his dark eyes wide 


and angry. Then he breathed in and out slowly to calm himself down. "Anyway, METALLICA is the very best 
metal band on Earth, and there's no doubt about this fact .. Unfortunately, our bass player has left the band 
without reason two weeks ago, and we had to fire the drummer because he refuses to practice hard enough 


to keep up with the rest of the band." 


Now, Lars the ghostly former drummer approached them, too, drawing his rattling chain and boom ball behind 
him, producing incoherent noise. The visor of his armors’ helmet fell down every few seconds, and the eyes' 
slits in the metal visor were too narrow to allow a sufficient view, so the ghost angrily had to shove said 


visor up as often as it had fell down 


"You are out of a drummer?" he asked, sounding interested. "While my pretty short lifetime | used to play the 
drums, also in a very famous metal band, before the other fuckers threw me out without a cause. In my 


frustration | slightly got too fast with my newest Porsche on a slippery road. This was it" 
He gave a naughty grin 


"But the rest of the fuckers of my former band had to pay a high price, luckily, so | laughed a lot. As they did 
a show - with their new drummer and a loan bassist - a heavy thunderstorm came up, all of a sudden, and 
several pretty impressing lightning flashes burnt the complete band, including their techs and the equipment to 
ashes." Lars the ghost giggled maliciously. "And if you die by getting burnt to ashes you can't get a ghost. 
Never. You just will get part of all the other idiots' ashes inside one of those fires in limbo. No way out" 


Lars the ghost looked pleased and satisfied for a while. Then he had to shove up his helmet's visor once again, 
and his face got an angry expression His formerly green eyes seemed to emit green laser beams in fast 


pulses. 


"Unfortunately, the ghost of a drummer must change from drums to boom-chains, and mostly he has to play 
with four or five chains simultaneously while he had to produce rhythmic explosions in the air over his head. 


Those explosions sound like a snare and cymbals, if you can do well enough, but it isn't the same." 


‘Im so sorry for you," Kirk empathically said. "It must be awful to ... to just rattle with these chains, and as 
far as | have got it, every candidate must be pretty busy in practicing hard for the boom-chain-rattling exam 
to get an ‘Outstanding’ diploma .. There are three examiners, right? | heard that most of them are extra 


malicious." 


"You can swear on that!" Lars the ghost angrily said. "The sadistic fuckers use to torture the exam candidates. 
Two of them are always bass players, and these guys notoriously hate the candidates for the fucking boom- 
chain-rattling diploma ... | tried to get this fucking diploma two times, now, and always failed because the 
fucking bass rhythm examiners wanted to torture me and to ruin my highest hopes to get a well-paid job as 
an assistant ghost in one of the most famous castles from the Middle-ages." 


Jason the ghost rolled his eyes and shook his head in desperation. 


"As | have tried to make it clear to you - approximately a billion times - the examiners want to see a 
candidate in flawless armor with steadily opened-up visor, combed hair, wearing his blinking, polished sword, 
perfectly sheathed, and the ceremonial armor shoes, what must also look flawlessly. Not to forget your also 
flawlessly polished armor's weapon shield with your clan's emblems floating behind you .. Besides, your chains 
and boom-chains are NOT supposed to look like rusty ruins like this one, because you never will get a clean 
sound with such an instrument ... And, as l'm sorry to have to add, your snare explosions mostly are of poor 
quality and out of rhythm," Jason the ghost told his ghostly friend. "And, worse, you always fail when it comes 
to play laid back. This boom-rattling exam needs just ONE chain to play with, and this should get done easily by 
every non-talented assistant ghost candidate, my dear Lars ... So, I'm absolutely glad that | don't have to be 


one of your bass examiners this time." 


Now, Lars the ghost exploded, stomped his feet, yelled and swore shrilly, and then shot through the hallway 
and up and down the staircase like a supernatural fast series of lightning flashes, combined with dangerously 
flickering green laser beams out of his eyes, now added by lime yellow-green beams. Because he hadn't let go 
of his awful boom-chain, the non-stop banging and rattling noise all around the hall nearly got James and Kirk 
deaf, and they had to shield their eyes against the piercing laser beams. 


All of a sudden, the raging around chain rattler got stopped dead by two other ghosts which had materialized 
out of thin air at the upper steps of the staircase. One of them wore a flawless white kaftan and he had fire- 
red long hair, hanging down his back, nearly reaching his ass. He had crossed his arms in front of his ghostly 
chest and looked down at Lars the ghost in an arrogant way. 


The other ghost stood slightly behind the fire-head, and he looked a lot more nicely and harmlessly as the 
other one. Beside his left shoulder five unbelievably thick and large books floated in the air. 


"Tatata, my dear Lars," the redheaded ghost said, his voice dangerously soft and low. "Your manners are 
inacceptable. Not only have you blamed yourself and us - as your rattling instructors - two times in a row, 


you also are up to blame us a third time by your poor performance of an extremely simple chain-rattling solo. 


How does that look?" 


"Really, how does that look?" the nicely looking ghost echoed. "May | remind you of the pages 424 to 58b of 
volume three of the Ghost Codex. They exactly describe .." 


"Shut up, Junior," Lars the ghost yelled at the other ghost. "No one is interested in these fucking pages of the 
fucking third volume of the Ghost Codex." 


One of the voluminous books in the air beside Junior the ghosts shoulder suddenly got open by supernatural 
forces and floated towards Lars, stopping right in front of his face. 


"You better study these pages with the ceremony rules of every final instrumental exam, my dear Lars." 
Junior the ghost stepped down on the staircase a little to face Lars the ghost. "May | remind you that Dave 
and Jason have finished their guitar and bass exams with ‘Outstanding’ diplomas, and Dave also performed his 
guitar in rhythm AND lead so dramatically fantastic, that there HAD to result an ‘Outstanding’ diploma. And 
Jason and | have added several of these extremely difficult bass solo versions of an organ's devil pipes, 


composed by the late Johann Sebastian Bach." 


He lifted his chin in an arrogant way to let Lars the ghost know about the low-quality chain-rattling abilities of 


the former drummer. 
Lars the ghost angrily batted away the floating third volume of the Ghost Codex, ready to explode once more. 


James breathed in and out forcefully as he came to life. Every ghost and Kirk looked at him. James gave his 


best charming smile. 


"How about a creative break for poor Lars?" he asked. "He should try to play something easier to cheer him 
up .. Some of those easy and overly simple songs of METALLICA, for example?" 


Chapter 4 - Sexy James and Kirk and greedy ghosts 
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HAUNTED 
Chapter 4 - Sexy James and Kirk - and greedy ghosts 


At first all the supernatural inhabitants of the old manor stared at James as if he was a brainless mortal 
idiot, or something like an ugly spider or a cockroach, or who suffered from syphilis in advanced state and the 
bubonic plague in combination 


They were stunned becouse of James’ impertinence. 
But that didn't last long. 


James demonstratively ignored their reaction, looking at no ghost in special, threw back and shook his long 
blond lion's mane, spread his long legs a little, and then slightly and slowly moved his hips. The ghosts gasped 
and their eyes went wide and nearly got as popeyed as if they would explode out of their heads the very next 
moment. They looked James up and down and up and down, and again, then once again, cross-eyed stared at his 
wonderful - but still ruffled - blond mane, his blue eyes, his broad chest and shoulders, his long and slim legs 
in tight jeans, his narrow hips. They shamelessly stared at a certain part of James' body what was covered by 
his jeans, right between his legs. 


Their looks clearly got greedy more and more, and Junior the ghost ran the tip of his tongue about his lips. 
The five monstrous volumes of the Ghost Codex, still floating in the air beside his left shoulder, had started to 


vibrate violently. 


James lasciviously smiled and shook his long mane as if he would have been on stage. Kirk who still stood 


beside him stared at his band mate, too, sudden lust in his dark eyes. 


Lars the ghost's helmet visor fell down over and over again but now it seemed that he didn't get angry or 
didn't realize that he had to shove the rusty visor up every time it had fell over his face. His mouth hung 


open. He seemed to drool, in a ghostly way, of course. He had to shove up his visor another time. 


Then he slightly turned his head to stare at Kirk who gave him a smile with his lips opened, just wide enough 
that the slowly moving tip of his tongue was to be seen between them. After this he shoved the tip pf his 
right index finger inside his mouth and sucked and licked at it for a moment before he went on with slowly 
running his fingers with the black varnished nails through his silkily shimmering long dark curls, also 


lasciviously moving his hips. He looked like pure sex, too. Something hard banged against the lower part of Lars 
the ghosts rusty metal armor from the inside. 


Jason the ghost tried to avoid glancing at the mortal metal musicians, but it wasn't very easy for him to hide 
his interest. His chestnut-colored hair intensified in shimmer and color and several long curly strands of it got 
the tendency to lift themselves up into the air. 

James bent and brought his lips to Kirk's left ear and ran his tongue along it for one or two seconds, touched 
Kirk's ear with his lips, as close as possible, after he had stroked back Kirk's dark long hair a little bit, softly 
running his fingers through the beautiful masses of curls. 


"What a fucking bunch of fags!" he whispered into Kirk's ear without moving his lips. 


Then he straightened up his muscular tall body. 


Kirk just grinned. 


Luckily, the ghosts had been too busy to gape at James and Kirk, and at James’ tongue running about Kirk's 
ear, to even realize it that James had whispered something to Kirk 


Finally, Dave the red-haired ghost gave several croaks, his upper arms and hands covering up his crotch, 
clearly to hide something weird underneath his white kaftan. 


"Uh, yes .. yes, this sounds .. really, uh .. uh, interesting, really interesting, | mean ... totally, uh, interesting," he 
hoarsely stuttered. "For sure, our good Lars needs a break in practicing his boom-chain-rattling solo for his 
final exam ... to .. to get an ‘Outstanding’ diploma as a chain rattling artist .. Yes, yes .. A good idea ... and it 
might help Lars for sure, | would think" 


"I agree," Junior the ghost followed suit. "Lars needs a break and should play something easier." 

James charmingly smiled at the ghosts, then especially at Lars whose visor fell over his face immediately. 
"Very good. | can tell you the instrumental lines of one of our songs - an easy one, of course, then you can 
try to play it," James silkily told the ghosts. "Unfortunately, | don't know how to get the drum lines changed 
into chain-rattling lines for good Lars, but l'm sure that this won't be too difficult, if you would be so nice to 


give me some instructions how to .." 


"That's not necessary," Lars the ghost immediately and, also hoarsely, threw in He still gaped at James while 


his green eyes had got a glowing neon touch. "As | have told you | have been a highly talented drummer in a 
heavy metal band before my new Porsche got sudden contact with a tree because of this slippery road | have 
mentioned, and then got wrapped around said useless tree .. Twelve ambulances and police cars and several fire 
departments trucks! It was a great scenery. Not to forget the TV teams, of course ... Unfortunately, | haven't 
looked as good as usual as the guys finally succeeded in getting all the parts of me out of the wreck of my 


new Porsche .. Of course, my fans all over the world cried and mourned for month .." 


"That's enough now, Lars," Dave the red-haired ghost said and shot his ghost mate a sharp look. "No one is 
interested in this shameful event what brought you in this manor, just to annoy us since then ... | really will 
hope that good Jason will succeed in teaching you this simple final exam solo, so you can leave my house, to 
Denmark or a lonely island somewhere in the Pacific Ocean, or wherever .. A talented drummer! Hah! | never 
would have allowed you to even grab a drumstick in my former band, and Junior would have kicked your ass, 
too .. Anyway, the chain-rattling lessons by good Jason cost me a fortune of ghost dollars, but Jason is the 
best, so we HAD to hire him ... So, you'll get your fucking break." 


Lars gave a hurt sniff, then held up his helmets visor to have a continuous look at James and the sexy body 


of METALLICA's rhythm guitarist and lead singer. And at Kirks also sexy body. 


"As | said, | have been a heavy metal drummer," he went on, ignoring Dave the ghost who still covered up his 
crotch. "A very famous drummer, as | want to add, a genius in drumming, and every other band wanted me to 
join them. | personally never would have graced Dave's and Junior's band during our lifetimes .. Anyway, there 
ain't a problem for me to get the drumming lines of METALLICA songs changed into lines for my best multi- 
boom-chain rattling set, and to produce the snare and cymbals explosions ain't much difficult, too .. So, when 


can we start the show?" 
James looked at Kirk then back at Lars the ghost. 


"The show?" he asked, stunned. 


All of a sudden, they all - the ghosts and their mortal guests stood on a large stage in a gigantic stadium-like 
hall, laser beams of different colors shot all around, burning off dust and spider webs and killing the last poor 
spiders and other ugly insects. But this hall looked much cleaner as the entrance hallway, and it must exist in 


another dimension because it never would have fitted in the ghosts’ house. 


A microphone floated in front of every ghostly musician except Lars, and in front of Kirk and James. Crowds 
of different colored picks floated in the air beside the musicians’ heads, too, except of Lars the ghost's, of 


course. 


James felt some weight around his left shoulder and neck and looked down To his complete surprise there was 


his favorite Explorer guitar, and one of his favorite picks had appeared between his thumb and forefinger. He 


turned his head and saw that Kirk had his "Hot"-guitar, one of his favorites, hanging close to his body, too, and 
a ‘Wah'-pedal on the golden glittering floor in front of his right foot. 


There wasn't any other guitar's equipment to be seen, also no amplifiers around them. 


Jason the ghost now held a double-neck bass, and every neck was six-stringed. The guitar what had 
materialized in front of Dave the ghost, had three necks, two of them with twelve shimmering strings. Junior 
the ghost lovingly held an expensive looking large orchestra bass, softly stroking the strings, a bass bow 
floating beside him. Behind him, in the background, an impressing gigantic organ with approximately over [50 


silvery shimmering pipes, had appeared. 


James stared at the organ with his mouth hanging open, and he nearly didn't believe in the sheer number of 
‘Devil's'-pipes what reached up to the stadium's upper end. This organ was built to get every mortal victim die 


in fear. 


James was out of words, and so was Kirk. 


But Lars the ghost's equipment topped everything. 


Now, he sat on a stool with multiple chains from perfectly polished silvery shimmering iron and sparkling 
copper and gold all around him, many of them floating in the air and, also, there were boom-balls from the 
same metals and in different sizes. Several boom-balls at the end of their floating chains rested on floating 
metal platforms around the ghostly chain-rattling musician. Around every lower arm of his, a delicately worked 
golden chain with enamel inlays was wrapped and secured by complicated ceremonial knots, the chain running 
down the stage in elegant waves. In addition, Lars the ghost held two other, heavier looking chains from 
polished steel between his fingers. Their boom balls laid on plates beside his hips. The heaviest chains from iron 
in black lacquered finish were attached around his ankles. Every ankle chain ended in a pair of different sized 


boom balls on the metal floor of a large chain-rattling riser what floated in the air, too. It was imposing. 


Kirk and James still wordlessly stared at the gigantic arrangement of metal, completely stunned with their 


mouths hanging open. 


Lars the ghost no longer wore his shabby armor and the helmet with the defect visor. To the contrary, he 
wore a black shirt, black pants, and heavy black boots. Shirt and pants were extra tight. He threw back his 
imposing long mane of perfectly done light-brown hair and gave a seducing smile. He slightly rattled with the 


golden chains around his lower arms. 


"This is .. this is impressing," James finally managed to croak "Very ... impressing." 


"Thank you, thank you," Lars the ghost proudly said, slightly bowing at James. "This is my best boom-chain- 
rattling set .. OF course, | have several more, and one of them has a lot of more heavy boom balls .. Made 
from platinum with diamond inlays, | want to point out, and all the diamonds perfectly cut in brilliant style, 
from best white color and without the slightest touch of inclusions .." 


"Shut the fuck up, Lars," Jason sharply said. "Your bombastic boom-chain-rattling set is of NO interest when 
it comes to your ‘Outstanding'-chain-rattling diploma. There will be just ONE boom-chain and just ONE solo. If 
you finally might get it how to play this solo, what | urgently hope, it will be enough of chain-rattling .. Not to 
forget your appearance at the exam, with your armor in best polished state and a fixed helmet's visor, the 
ceremonial armory shoes, the highly polished sword, perfectly sheathed on your left side, and with your clan's 
weaponry shield ..." 


Jason the ghost stopped to indoctrinate Lars and looked at Dave and Junior the ghosts. Desperately. 


"He never will make it," he said and shrugged. "He will blame himself and us, especially me as a chain-rattling 


professor for hopelessly untalented candidates, a third time." 

"Oh, fuck, yes, he'll blame us," Dave the red-haired guitarist sighed. "This is totally awful." 

‘Oh, come on, guys,” Junior the ghost quickly said, trying to sound as if he was in best mood. "Let's do some 
METALLICA songs, and Lars will do his very best to keep up the correct tempos and to play as laid back as 
the best ‘Outstanding’ diploma candidate ... I'm sure, he'll manage it" 

He looked at James. 

"What song are you thinking of for first," he asked with a charming smile. 


James breathed in and out deeply to get clear enough to think about all of METALLICA’s songs. 


"What about ‘Sad But True’? he finally asked. "This song should be easy enough ... But we have to tune down a 


whole step .." 
Dave the ghost with his three-neck guitar just gave a wave with his right hand. 


"Done," he just said. 


